PUPPETS THROUGH AMERICA
In the meantime we pushed on persistently through the
hot-looking Missouri country, wide spaces of alternating
fields of golden wheat stubble, and green Indian corn with
long, flopping leaves and the golden tasselled flowers wav-
ing in the breeze ; an undulating country studded with grey-
green trees wilting and curling in ninety degrees of sun.
There was little work going on in the fields ; now, in mid-
July, the wheat was cut and carried, the Indian corn still
growing, and only here and there a shiny car at the edge of
a field to indicate any activity. The wooden houses were
everywhere, and the small towns and villages were bright
and prosperous. There was a good deal of it, and it may be
accused of being monotonous, but it is very bright with sun-
light and sunflowers, and has a simple beauty as it lies gold
and green under the great sky.
Some miles from Kansas City we began flirting with the
Missouri river which brought a new note into the landscape,
and in the city itself we pulled up for an hour's rest. We
thought to investigate this town of over half a million people,
this huge market for agricultural supplies and produce, but
ten minutes walking in that blazing sun reduced us to a
couple of sticky insects, and we got back to the fifty million
dollar station, which seemed good enough for us, and a
sufficient indication of the energy and importance of Kansas
City.
It was very comfortable in the air-conditioned train, arti-
ficially cooled to a bearable temperature, but the open
observation platform at the rear of the train was tempting,
and in spite of the heat it was amusing to sit and watch the
railroad track spun out tefore you, and Kansas City on its
hill receding hazily on the hot horizon. As we pushed into
Kansas the country changed slightly; there were more
waste spaces ; silvery ghosts of dead trees stood up against
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